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expressed than I could give them.    I spent a melan-
choly morning.

c I go abroad August 1st, but shall come to London
a few days "before, for they say I must take leave of
their Majesties. Lord Malmesbury has just told me
an odd story which has happened in Ireland. An old
gentleman married a young wife many years ago. She
had a son, and, growing tired of her husband, poisoned
him. The crime was proved upon her, but by beauty
and other means she contrived to make her judges
acquit her.' A few days ago3 her son returned from
shooting, the gun went off accidentally and shot her.
She lived only long enough to say it was just, for she
was guilty of the father's murder. It is an odd instance
of retributive justice.'

This was the first of a series of letters1 which Lady
Malmesbury "wrote to her sister during the remainder
of the year, and as no other letters of the same date
have been deemed worthy of preservation, such parts
of hers as treat of the topics of the day are now given.
It is, however, impossible to eliminate the far larger
portions which deal familiarly with the subjects nearest
the heart of her who wrote and her who read them,

1 Lady Malmesbury wrote to her sister every other day, and he?
letters, without any formal beginnings or endings, and always without
signature, have the character of a journal. Her handwriting was re-
markably good. She playfully said of it once that' old Lady Spencer
always said my hand was more expressive of sense than any she ever
saw, and she knows Latin and Greek, and is a blue, so she ought to
know/